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Love and War 


It all started with a cymbal, a stupid fucking cymbal. Taylor wanted to add a cymbal roll to the end of the 
song but Dave didn't like it, he wanted a clean ending. They argued for a while but in the end, as was usually 
the case with all musical decisions, Dave got his way. But Taylor was pissed about it, he stomped around the 
studio muttering words under his breath like ‘control freak’ and ‘dictatorship’ and general insults such as 
‘asshole’ and ‘dick’. 


Dave was just as bad. He glared at the blond drummer, the words ‘cry baby’ and ‘spoilt brat were heard to 
fall from his lips along with the far more generic ‘asswipe' and ‘shithead’. 


The sniping carried on all day and then suddenly ‘cymbal gate’ escalated into a full on war. Battle lines were 
drawn, territories claimed and ultimatums were delivered. Nate and Chris watched from the sidelines then 
retreated into the relative safety of the control room and kept their heads down hoping that the war would 
fizzle out. But the battle raged on, there was no sign of a ceasefire and as the day drew to a close the two 


men took separate rides home, Dave taking the van and Taylor opting for a cab. 


"Maybe they will kiss and make up once they get home." Chris said. "Tearful apologies, a quick fuck and back to 


normal." 


"| don't know Chris, they both looked pretty fucking pissed off" Nate frowned. "Not sure they will sleep in the 


same room let alone the same bed" 


‘lm glad I'm away for the next two weeks." Pat picked up his rucksack and herded the men out the door. 
"Leave them to it, that's my advice." 
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It was obvious that there had been no overnight thawing of hostilities, the two men arrived in separate 
vehicles at separate times and Taylor lugged a suitcase into the studio dumping it in the control room. 
Rehearsals were a mess, it appeared that Dave and Taylor were no longer on speaking terms which made 


communication difficult. 


"Nate, would you please inform the drummer that he needs to correct his timing on the chorus, he's playing 


too fast" Dave motioned for Nate to relay the message. 

Nate sighed. "Tay's sitting three feet from you Dave, he heard what you said" 
"Just tell him Nate" 

Nate grimaced but relayed the message to Taylor. 


"Chris, would you tell the singer that he is wrong and that my timing was perfect." Taylor didn't even look at 


Dave. 


Chris stared at Taylor. "Are you serious Tay? You want me to tell Dave what you just said even though he 


heard every word." 
"Yes Chris | would" 
Chris glanced at Nate who just shrugged, Chris relayed the message. 


This pantomime carried on for the whole morning, both Chris and Nate were relieved when they broke for 


lunch and the pair scurried outside for a conversation that didn't rely on intermediaries. 


‘Its exhausting having to hear every sentence twice." Nate rubbed a hand across his face. "It's driving me 


insane." 


"We're going to have to do something before they kill each other." Chris sighed. 


"Or before we kill them." Nate grumbled. 
Ill take Tay, you take Dave." Chris smiled at Nate. "Operation Reunite is officially in action" 
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Chris took Taylor out for dinner, the drummer had checked into a hotel and he was going a bit stir crazy 


cooped up in his hotel suite. 


"He misses you Tay. You've been together for 2 years, you can't stop talking just like that." Chris was hoping 
that he could guilt trip Taylor into a reconciliation. 


"Have you ever tried talking to Dave when he thinks he's in the right? He's a fucking dick, he never backs 
down" Taylor stabbed his knife into his steak and from the look on his face he was wishing it was Dave he was 


stabbing. 
"But you love him, he loves you..." This was going to be harder than Chris thought. 


Taylor sighed and pushed his plate away. "| wish Dave was more like Nate, you know I've never seen Nate get 


bossy, he cares about everyone, puts everyone else first. Nate would never try to control anyone." 


That was true Chris conceded, and he had no comeback from that statement. The rest of the dinner was 
spent discussing mundane shit, Chris dropped Taylor back at the hotel and realized he was no further forward 
than he had been at the start of the night. 
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Nate dropped in on Dave for a few beers, now that Taylor had moved out the brunette was lonely and craving 


company. 


"But you're only lonely because Tay isn't here, come on Dave you know that you and Tay are meant to be 


together. We all knew that years ago." Remind him of what he's lost, thought Nate, that'll do it: 


"Have you ever tried living with T?" Dave growled at Nate. "He's a fucking nightmare to live with." 


Dave sank back on the couch. "T never sits still, it's like living with a blond haired pinball, he just bounces 
around from room to room. | wish he was more like Chris, he so much more settled than Tay, | could never 


imagine Chris running around the house like a disobedient puppy." 


Dave had a point, Taylor would be a pain in the ass to live with, it would drive him nuts too. Nate decided to 


drop the conversation for the night, they needed a new tactic which at the moment was eluding him. 
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Chris and Nate exchanged progress reports the following morning in the control room away from the frosty 


wasteland that was the rehearsal room. 


"Tay was moaning about Dave being stubborn and bossy, and to be fair he is kind of right” And he was right 
about Nate being the complete opposite, Chris thought. 


"Dave said Tay is a nightmare to live with and | can quite believe it" Nate looked at Chris and smiled, the 


guitarist would be much easier to live with. 


"Well, we failed miserably, now what?" Chris watched Dave and Taylor through the glass window, the brunette 
totally blanked the blond who pulled a face behind Dave's back. 


"Give it a few days then try again," Nate groaned as Taylor deliberately switched off Dave's amp making Dave 


storm out of the room. "I don't think | can take much more of this." 
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Two days later the war was still raging and with no sign of a ceasefire, Chris and Nate decided to try again 
before they ended up strangling the pair of them. 


Chris invited Taylor over for takeout after rehearsals, the guitarist was going to go all out and get Taylor to 
realize how fucking stupid the whole thing was. 


They sat on the deck with the early evening sun warming their faces eating sushi and shooting the breeze. As 


Taylor relaxed Chris thought it was time to go in for the kill. 


"You must hate staying in that hotel Tay, don't you wish you were back at home with Dave sitting out on the 
deck chilling out?" He smiled at Taylor. "You used to love doing that, you talked about it all the time." 


"It wasn't as good as | made out. Dave usually just sat drinking beer, then he'd move on to whisky and its not 
much fun when you're sober and your partner is as drunk as a fucking skunk Plus he gets all moody when 
he's wasted, and even worse when he has a hangover." 


Chris had nothing, this went way beyond anything he could deal with. 


Taylor smiled sadly. "| wish Dave was more like Nate, he knows his limits, he never drinks too much. And he's 


so cute and funny when he's been drinking. He's adorable." 


Chris giggled, it was so true, Nate was a funny drunk, and he was kind of adorable but it was an odd thing for 


Taylor to say. 


get back with Dave not go mooning over Nate. Chris changed topics quickly, he turned the conversation to 
surfing which was about as far away from Nate as he could make it. 
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Nate met Dave at a bar, he bought four bottles of beer and chatted about the 'good old days' hoping that 
Dave would get all teary eyed about Taylor. 


"Don't you miss going out with Tay, you guys used to have a great time at that bar near your house. You 
were always telling us how much fun you had there together" Nate pressed the button and waited for Dave 


to crumble. 


Dave snorted into his beer. "| may have exaggerated. Tay's no fun at a bar, | know why he doesn't drink and | 
absolutely support him, but he doesn't have to be such a fucking self righteous whining bitch. He was always 
on my case about my drinking, don't drink that Dave, try and cut back Dave, you're a fucking alcoholic Dave. 
No fucking fun listening to that every night” 


Nate didn't know what to say, he had no idea how to respond, this was way outside his comfort zone. 


Dave finished his beer and started on his second bottle. "I wish Tay could be more like Chris, he never lectures 
me on how much | drink but he will let me know, in a nice way, if he thinks I've had too much. And he's fun to 
be with even if he isn't drinking, he can enjoy a night out with no alcohol. | love spending time with Chris, | don't 


do it enough, | should spend more time with him." 
Nate smiled, Chris was fun to be with drunk or sober, he could get a party going even if he was drinking soda. 


Nate nearly choked on his beer as Dave's words sunk in. What had Dave just said? Jesus fucking christ was 
Dave interested in Chris? No, no way. Dave should be with Taylor, Dave and Taylor that was the way things 
should be not Dave and Chris. Nate finished his drinks in record time and made his excuses to leave, the whole 


conversation had freaked him out. 
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Over the next few days Chris kept a careful eye on Taylor and now he was looking for it he could see him 
flirting with Nate. A touch on the arm, a giggle over a silly joke, teasing him about his cute ass, he was totally 
trying to get in Nate's pants. Even if Taylor and Nate did get together Chris knew it wouldn't work, Taylor just 
wasn't Nate's type. Chris would have thought he was more Nate's type. 


Nate was coming to a similar conclusion about Dave's interaction with Chris. He noticed how Dave spent a lot 


of time working on guitar riffs with Chris, how he smiled when Chris came into the room, how his eyes 


followed him everywhere he went. There was no way it would work, Dave was too boisterous for Chris, too 
mouthy, Chris needed someone quieter, gentler. It would never work. He was more suited to Chris than Dave 


was. 


Chris and Nate snuck off to the control room to compare notes leaving Dave and Taylor trying to out ignore 
one another in the lounge area which appeared to be some kind of no mans land. 


Chris didn't know how to tell Nate that Taylor was after some redhead loving. He decided that quick and direct 


was the best way. 

"Tay wants to fuck you Nate." There that wasn't so bad. 

Nate stared at Chris, he couldn't have heard that right but he may as well give Chris the low down on Dave. 
"Dave wants to fuck you." Simple, to the point. 

Chris couldn't have just heard what he thought he'd heard, no way. 

"Tay's not right for you Nate." 

"It wouldn't work with you and Dave." 

Chris swallowed hard. "You need someone more like......me." 

Nate flushed red. "I think I'm more your type Chris." 

A few seconds of awkward silence then Nate grabbed Chris and kissed him. A few more seconds then Chris 
pushed Nate up against the door and pressed himself against him. Things got very hot and very steamy very 
quickly, and if either of them had looked over at the window they would have seen two grinning faces peering 
in. 
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Dave flopped on the couch, he pulled Taylor on top of him and kissed him until they both ran out of breath. 


"Fuck, | didn't think it would take that long to push the pair of them together" Dave ran his hands through 


Taylor's hair. "I missed you so fucking much." 
Taylor nibbled at Dave's neck. "They were never going to get there without a push. | hope they appreciate 
what we had to go through to get them to realize that they were meant to be together. | hated being away 


from you." 


| had to lie my ass off to Nate" Dave laughed. "I told him you were horrible to live with and no fun" 


| told Chris that you were controlling and a drunk" Taylor giggled. 

"Want to go home and make out?" Dave squeezed Taylor's ass. 

"Fuck yes, let's go home." Taylor rubbed himself against Dave. "We can have hot pretend make up sex" 
Several loud groans came from the control room. 

Dave stifled a laugh. "Should we tell them that the war is over?" 


Taylor pulled Dave up off the couch. "Nah, | want to see how they tell us that they hooked up whilst thinking 


we were interested in hooking up with them." 
"That's fucking mean" Dave chuckled. 


"Its like that old saying," Taylor winked at Dave. "All's fair in love and war." 


